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Precious Goblet 


A new SONG, 


CEE, the jolly, jol'y God appear, 


In his hand, the bow! he rear, 
Quaffing let us drown all care, 
And all our nab e ſpirits c: eer. 


CHORUS. 


Precious goblet, dart divine, | 
Let me, Jet me quaff the roſy wine. 


| ohs the hoary, hoary honours grow, 


rinkles treſpaſs on his brow, 


Loet them come Sag tand, 
1 


And hold the goblet in my hand. 


Cupid in my youthful, youthful hours, 


Led me cap ive to his pow'rs, 
Now the branches from the vine, 
And guard me to his dart divine. 


Bacchue, jolly, jolly God appear, 
None but choiceſt friends are here, 
Pierce the oldeſt, deepeſt caſk, 


And let us drain the fragrant flaſk, 
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